A PasSTORAL Sons. 


By the late Mr, CUNNINGHAM. 


'ER meoronda and mountains, rude, barren, and 
; — 
As wearied and wilder'd I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
d leads me o'er lawns ta her home; 
Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had crawn'd, 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor, 
Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 
And deck'd the ſod ſeats at the door. | 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 
Whilſt thrown from my guard, by ſome glances ſhe caſt, 
Love lily ſtole into my breaſt : | 
I tald my {oft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd. 
(Yevirgins, her voice was divine!) 
I've rich one's rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine. 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 

So ſimple, tho' ſweet, were her charms ; 

I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the dear maid in my arms: 

Now jocund together we tend a few ſhcep, 
And if on the banks by the ſtream, 

Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill foftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the ſlow- riſing hills, 
elighted with paſtoral views; 

Or reſt on the rock, whence the ſtreamlet dittils, 

And mark out new themes for my mule. 

N , or proud titles, ſhe ne er did aſpire, 
he damſel's of humble deſcent; 

The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 

The ſhepherds have nam'd her CONTENT. 


